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I must have knelt there a long time before the
police came, for my knees were sore.
They took her away in the dark.
I came with the doctor in his car, but I went
upstairs alone. I didn't let the doctor come up with
me, though he wanted to so much.
" A little later, doctor. Not now. Just let me
be alone for a while. Come up later. I don't know
what to do."
The Pir was at the door waiting for me. I think
he knew what had happened. He saw it in my face.
I noticed his shoulder, as if it was braced up, ready
to be lent to bear the coffin. Sharing sorrow. But
this was mine alone. I had lost both Judy and my
son.
Outside on the verandah I went again and for the
first time in my life I tried to sing. It was for Judy.
The Ave Maria. My voice was horrid. It cracked,
but I sang on. I knew the words. Music there was
none.
Gratia plena.
God, how that hurt!